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EK 
POV Steve 
1993 


"Hey, you think too much of yourself, you bloody dickhead!" He screamed. "You wanna make us all dance to 
your song, right? It won't work with me! l'm so fucking tired to obey youl I'm tired of your endless 
requirements!" 


| look at him with a furrowed expression. What came over him? 


"Listen, Harris, | am not your fucking slave, got it?! | wanna do what | want to! Not what you want to! So, I'm 


leaving your bloody band!" He stormed off and slammed the door. 


| am left alone. | haven't even managed to realise what happened. Bruce is about to leave. Right now. He's so 
angry at me. But why? All that | do is write songs and make up tunes, that's all. That has been my job for 
already |8 years. The rest of the band support my ideas. But not Bruce. He came to the band in 198l, and took 
our breaths with his appearance, charisma, voice.. Oh, how terrific he sang! His voice made me lose my wits, | 
was on the cloud nine about that | found a great singer for our band. In our 80s we had lotta fun with Bruce. 
His tricks and jokes.. And when he started writing a novel about that eccentric lord Iffy Boatrace, we could not 


stop laughing. Bruce became the soul of our band, he inspired us some ideas for the songs.. 


| still remember that day, when he kissed me for the first time. No one gave a shit that we both were 
sloshed after the gig, but | remember the way he was looking into my eyes, when we had an occasion to meet. 
His eyes were enamoured. For real. He was looking at me with adoration, love, passion then lust.. He kissed me, 
his arms wrapped around my shoulders. He made me shiver. His hot tongue penetrated inside my mouth, 
discovering my internals. Our tongues met and interlaced in unusual dance. He laid me onto the bed, tearing off 
his clothes. Oh, what a beast he was! When we both were undressed he moved down and down, covering my 
body with hot and wet kisses. And then.. Everything was like in thick fog. | remember only the flashes of 
pleasure, and loud groans. Oh, what times we had! It was our little secret, no one knew about it. Actually, none 


of us needed any confessions, hints or whatever. It was clear with no words. 


Now | wanted him again so desperately. | wanted to hug him, to nuzzle into his hair, to feel his hit lips on mine.. 


But where's he now’... 


EK 
POV Bruce 


What the fuck happened to him? Who does he think he is? He's not a bloody god, anyway! How he dares to tell 
me what to do? | grab a can of beer and open it with a crack | take several gulps, | feel thirst. Then | place 
myself in the armchair, my rage is still there. | feel so pissed off. But... | left the band. Not only because of 
Steve. | got so tired of him. So tired of them all. Janick, Dave, Nicko, Steve.. Steve. This man.. Long chestnut 
curls, strong arms, calloused fingers, and perceptive big dark eyes.. He made me fall in love with him. He 
turned me on while he was playing his bass.. He was so bloody hot.. 


Holy shit, | want to return in our 80s. When we had fun. Together. When we got sloshed and | saw him. His 
dark eyes, strong arms, his hot body, his smile.. | was stunned. | couldn't hold myself from kissing him 
anymore. | rushed to him and my lips touched his. Steve wasn't scared. Like he knew. He knew that | loved him. 
When | undressed him, | was about to come already. His hot body under me was so tempting, exciting.. | wanted 
to kiss every inch of it. His cock was already hard. That turned me on even more. He panted heavily, when | 
started sucking him. After a few seconds, he moaned quitely and his body arched toward my mouth, requiring 


for more. Suddenly he grabbed my wrist. 
"Lemme fuck ye." 


He laid me onto the bed, he possessed my burning body. Sucking my cock, he put a finger into my arse. | felt 


some pain when he started moving inside. But | was distracted with his skilful mouth moving up and down my 


shaft. 


Soon his finger was replaced with his cock. He was fucking me hard. | groaned loudly, | couldn't keep it inside. Oh, 
bloody hell, it felt so good.. Soon we both reached the orgasm and the whole world shattered into pieces to our 


loud screams.. 


Then | realised that | had got lost in my past for so long, sitting in my armchair with a can of beer. Holy shit, 
| felt so lonely now. Maybe its not too late to return back? 
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This work of fiction was made just for entertainment. Sorry for all the mistakes made here. 


1994. 


A year passed since Bruce has left Iron Maiden, and one of the hardest periods began. A new vocalist was 
taken to the band, but no one seemed to be happy about it. Blaze, so he was called, had completely different 
character from Bruce. His voice was low and hoarse, it added lots of gloominess to the music. Actually, Steve 


thought, it really fitted the character of this period. Gloomy, moody and imminent. 


Steve was spending more and more time in the room of any hotel, they had to stay in for a couple of days. 
Nevertheless, they recorded one more album called The X Factor, a new tour was arranged, but no one was 
excited about it. Nicko and Steve were the only members of the band who were living Bruce's dismissal 
through especially hard and painfully. They were so attached to his manners, jokes, appearance, voice, in a 
word, everything. Sometimes it became really hard. Steve was so depressed, that during the concert he did his 
best to hold his tears, which were filling his eyes to the brim. And after the gig, he returned to his room, 
locked the door, cried, drowning in his own tears, made one more note in his private diary. He couldn't even 


realise at first, what a huge mistake he had done. 


EK 

The tour of Bruce's band was going great. He had a huge army of fans, craving to see them onstage and to 
listen to their newest album. Bruce himself couldn't imagine it to be so. Possibly he was right about making his 
solo career for a few years. But still he felt something shrink in his chest, when he thought about Maiden. And 
all those memories, which were sending him back in 198l, when he met Iron Maiden first time, when he was 
charmed by Steve. Of course, there were lots of beautiful birds on the concerts of his previous band, Samson, 
but they couldn't compete with that handsome and nice guy from East-End, Steve Harris. In total, the 
members of the band seemed nice to Bruce, they accepted him warmly. He did his best to seem suitable for 
the band, and it was such a relief for him to hear that he was hired. Soon Bruce became a full-fledged 
member of Iron Maiden. Nicko and Dave were closest at first, but then Steve joined them. Though Bruce and 
he were completely different from each other and sometimes it was really hard to share a hotel room, buy 
soon they became rather close friends. Bruce and Steve started going out to some pubs and everyone in the 


band noticed it. Finally, in some moment both of them understood that it all was serious between them, when 


they kissed first time... 


Bruce's heart shrank at this thought. Even during the gigs these thoughts emerged and made him recollect his 
past, bringing tears to his eyes. He tried to conceal it from the rest of the band, they didn't need to know all 
the details.. 
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POV Steve 


After the gig | decided to go to the nearest pub to spend the rest of the evening with my favourite beer and 
quiet humming of some music. While | was on my way, | felt some percecution, as if someone followed me. But 
somehow | ignored this feeling and entered the pub to take any free place. When | sat down, someone's palms 
covered my eyes, making me a bit shocked. Who on Earth would play this game, | thought. 

Davey, Nicko, Janick, Blaze? No. All those named variants were wrong and the palms still remained on my face. 
Who could it be? This question was hammering in my head. 


"Bruce?" | dared to ask. 


The palms disappeared instantly. | turned my head to see, and | was right. Bruce. Still short, still charming, stil 
young and hot-blooded. Smile creased on my face, my heart ached with happiness. 


"Bruce, Brucey dear!" | whispered and pulled him into a firm hug. 
"Arry, you're so Arry," he replied softly, stroking my long curly hair. 


Tears of joy brimmed over my eyes and poured onto my cheeks. | had never cried so much, when | met Bruce. 


He caressed my cheek, looking into my eyes. 
‘lam so sorry, forgive me" | whispered. "That was my huge mistake. | don't want to lose you anymore..." 


| crashed into Bruce's lips, kissing him deeply. A sweet subtle scent filled my nose as | inhaled. This was the 
scent of Bruce, the most pleasant thing I've ever smelt. | wanted to breathe only to feel it once again.. 


A window closed because of strong wind and made a loud noise. | woke up. It took me a few seconds to realise 
that it was just a dream. Very realistic dream. | felt tears coming to my eyes. | laid my face down onto the 
pillow to muffle my cries. Oh, bloody hell, how | miss this short, charming, young and hot-blooded guy named 
Bruce Dickinsor.. 
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1998 
POV Bruce 


"You drink too much coffee, | think you should go to sleep right now!" This phrase pursued me every night, 
while | was spending my time endeavouring to write a new song. But all the nights turned out to be wasted 
time. Paddy, my wife, couldn't sleep with me next to her, so she had to repeat that phrase a couple of times 
when she saw me with another cup of strong coffee. 

| saw her contended face with the corner of my eye, when my heavy tired body flopped onto the sheets. She 
turned off the light and closed her eyes. But | wasn't easy to fall asleep. My mind was still wandering in the 


depths of consciousness, searching for the lyrics for the new song, or maybe already the meaning of life. 


"Why do | live this way?" | asked myself, tossing on the sheets and trying to find a suitable position for 
pondering. "Without those bloody lyrics.. Ah, to blazes! Who said that | should make it up tonight?" 


| sighed and stared at the ceiling. 

"Oh, how | miss my past life." 

After the last word spoken in my mind, tears rushed to my throat. 

"When did | live the last time?" | swallowed feverishly. "Maiden, music, Steve." 

Now tears threatened to burst out of my eyes. These associations made me desperately sad and sort of 
wounded my broken heart again 

| crept out of my bed and headed to the bathroom to cry my fucking eyes out. | bemoaned my past life, 
Maiden, my love to Steve, my meaningless useless existence. How | wish to get rid of this hated life with my 
bloody band, stupid unfruitful rehearsals, unloved wife, exasperating children and damned silent pain of 


loneliness... 


| literally hated it all. No, there cries in the bathroom didn't release the pain. And | didn't return to the bed, | 


was too frustrated to sleep. 


Closing the bathroom door, | felt some breeze and went out to the balcony. | must have forgotten to close it. | 


breathed in the smell of night. Silence, darkness, tranquility. 


Doing up my leather jacket and lacing up my boots, | disappeared from the flat soundlessly. Night was 
beckoning me. Maybe it will bring me to new ideas, | thought. 


eR 


Finishing a bottle of beer, Steve realised that he stayed in the pub for too long. Paying for the drink, he left 
for the cool night. Breathing in the air, Steve remembered about Bruce. He loved night, Harris thought. Thinking 
about several things at once, the bassist strolled to the park where huge green trees covered the street 
lamps and shaded the paths and benches with dark green 


The park seemed calm and lonely. Steve could see nothing else, but empty distance, planted with dark shadows 
and dark figures of the wooden benches. Suddenly a silhouette of a sitting man piqued Steve's attention. It 
seemed familiar to him. Coming closer, he saw a short-haired man in a leather jacket. His gaze was directed 
somewhere between the trees, he looked thoughtful. Probably he was pondering something. Steve couldn't move 
his eyes from him until a bad-working streetlight lit the face of the night stranger. 

"Bruce." Steve said quietly. 

Through the veil of thoughts | heard someone call me by my name.. 

The man lifted his eyes. Both Bruce and Steve were surprised and unable to do anything. In a few seconds the 
vocalist came closer and pulled the bassist into a firm hug, wrapping his arms round his neck. Suddenly Steve 
remembered his old dream which he saw so long ago. His heart skipped a beat. 

"Brucey, dear." He whispered, kissing his neck. 

"Arry," Bruce replied "I was missing you so much.." 

"Me too, love." Steve stroked Bruce's short messy hair. 

Both men bursted into tears of joy. Now it was the moment they had been waiting for since 1993. 


"You know, | know a better place for us." Steve caressed his cheek. 


EK 
POV Steve 


Soon Bruce and | were sitting on the sofa together, so busy discussing the past time and laughing at funny 
tales from 1980s. Suddenly that memory about our first time came to my mind. Heat, groans, hard breaths, 
pleasure.. 

"Hey, Bruce," | said. "Shall we repeat it? 

"Yeah, of course we shalll" His eyes lit with lust and a wide smile emerged on his face. 

| shut him with a kiss, leaving no time to waste. Something was burning inside me, making me move on and 


leave hickeys on Bruce's neck He stroked my dark curls, his fingers rambling on between the strands. Nothing 
can be compared with that warm and pleasant intimacy between us. 


| laid Bruce onto the sofa and climbed on top of him, kissing his chest, teasing his nipples and making my way 
down his belly. Bruce hissed, stroking my hair. His cock was hard under me, eager for my attention. But | take 
my time, | want to tease him more. But when my calloused fingers touched his dick, he panted heavily, looking 
into my eyes. 


"Steve, come on, please.." He moaned. 


My lips captured the head of his dick and started moving toward the shaft gradually. Bruce whimpered, 
writhing on the sofa. 


"Please, fuck mel" 
| raised my head with a smile on my face. 
"Of course, but do me a favour." | grinned. "You know what | mean." 


Rising up from the sofa, Bruce kissed me passionately and got down to my cock. | felt the touch of his warm 
wet tongue and a exhaled sharply. The surrounding air seemed so hot that | could easily get burnt. 


"Bruce." My body arched toward his plump pink lips. He looked into my eyes and lay on the sofa, spreading his 
legs. | lubed my cock well and rubbed its head against Bruce's opening. He moaned. Then | entered rather 
sharply and Bruce's eyes opened wide and he gasped. | stroked his cock to distract him from the pain. He closed 
his with pleasure as | made slow shoves gradually increasing the pace. Bruce groaned and cursed under me, 
that turned me on even more. The room was filled with moans, hard breaths and smacks of flesh against the 


flesh. 


We reached the orgasm together, wailing and losing our minds completely. Everything was shattered into 
thousands of glowing pieces before our eyes. | collapsed onto the sofa near Bruce, we both breathe heavily. He 
looked into my eyes and cuddled against me, squeezing me in his emraces. | wrap my hands round his neck and 


rest my chin on the top of his head among his messy short hair. 
Now we are happy to be alone.. 


The End. 


